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and once to claw at the deer and crunch the bones of its neck,
within a few inches of his own neck. Once or twice through the
night he could hear or feel the cubs moving about, but there were
no more attacks. Next morning he thought they had surely gone;
as he was lying on his side, his field of vision was limited, but he
could hear no suspicious sounds. If he could only get that deer
offhis back; if he could only reach that rifle! Cautiously, he moved
a finger, then a hand, then attempted to free his arm, which was
disastrous. A cub, evidently lying near his feet, gave a squall,
bringing its mother upon him with a bound that almost crushed
him. Roaring fiercely, she again mauled him until he fainted;
when he regained consciousness he could hear her muttered
growls somewhere behind him.                                             <
All through that second day she remained near, and Bill made
no more experimental moves; he could hear the cubs behind him,
or to one side, and he knew so long as they were present the mother
was not far away. By evening his cramped position and aching
bones racked him with agonizing pains from head to foot. Through
half-closed lids he could see the butt of his rifle, which now seemed
even nearer than it was before; thoughts of another night of
torture nerved him to one last effort. Slowly, silently, inch by
inch, he freed one arm from the sling. All remained quiet. To
free the other arm was more difficult; he must raise himself a few
inches from the ground, and in doing so snapped a twig beneath
him.
Leisurely, almost good-humouredly, from somewhere behind
him the bear waddled around, sat on her haunches, her bared
teeth and evil little eyes less than a foot before his face. She seemed
to be considering, deliberately, the best way to end what should
be a simple method of exterminating this helpless threat to her
cubs. With a paw she rolled him over, again fortunately moving
the deer's neck into a still more favourable position to protect
Bill's face. She then began chewing his arm and shoulder, giving
his head and chest an occasional rake with her claws, which
tore his scalp and clothing into shreds and left him unconscious.
A bright morning sun was shilling through the trees when
Bill regained consciousness. He was too weak to move and too
indifferent to care whether or not the bear had gone. At length
he was aroused by three distant shots, a signal made in the north
when one is lost, and by searching parties. Bill managed to reach
his guru fire three answering shots. Later he again heard